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JANUARY. 


The hours of sunshine have now just began to 
lengthen ; — Nature is about to awaken from win- 
ter's “cheerless sleep:” and every thing calls 
upon us for a renewal of our best energies. To 
the young and happy even the bleak month of 
January has charms, and he who 

“ To Nature’s voice attends, from month to mouth. 
And day to day, through the revolving year ; 

Admiring, sees her in her every shape ; 

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart; 

Takes, what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 
Marks the first bud, and sucks the healthful gale 
Into his freshened soul ; her genial hours 
He full enjoys ; and not a beauty blows. 

And not an opening blossom breathes in vain.” 

There is a sort of fellowship with the youthful 
year, — to imbibe month by month a knowledge 
of the beauties which Nature is ever offering. 

January was called by the Anglo-Saxons Wolf - 
monath . — Its name was derived from Janus, one 
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